True love is forever, | know that quite well. 


Author: blackOut 


Bands: The Beatles 


Characters: John Lennon, Paul McCartney 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Jan 03 2013 01:04:09 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


| don\'t doubt anything.. yet. 
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"Ah, Bloody helll" John exclaimed as he yet again dropped his change onto the ground. New York was unforgiving 
this time of year, the cold seeping into his boots and his hat tucked firmly over his ears. He huffed out in 
annoyance and a puff of warm air drifted outwards. He picked up what coins were closest and got a move on. 


He had to see Paul. 


After what seemed like hours, he arrived at his doorstep, relieved that he could feel the heat from inside 
coming out. Paul oughta fix that, he thought to himself but the thought was forgotten as the adorable man 


himself showed his face. 


"John? Is that you?" His face lit up like he'd just gotten everything he could ever wish for. "Well, didn't expect 


this visit but come on in|" 


John flashed him a smiled and stomped off his boots onto the heated rug below. 
"Nice place ya got, Paulie," John said, without so much as hinting as to how he was feeling inside. 


Paul nodded and smiled, gesturing towards the kitchen "Would you fancy a cup of tea? Just made some, not 


the best, but what can you do in the big apple?" 

John chuckled and walked into the tiny kitchen "So nice and cozy, Paul. Did good for yourself" 

Paul smiled and sat down next to John and took a sip of tea 

The silence continued for a few minutes and was eventually interrupted when somebody rang the doorbell 
"Paull" A certainly obese woman grabbed onto Paul the second he opened the front door. John felt himself get 


nervous, at the thought of this being brought up before he was ready. He wasn't even sure how he'd managed 
to end up on Paul's steps. 


This entire week has sucked so far. 
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She squeezed Paul tightly and | swear his eyes were about to pop outta his head. 
"I'm so sorry to hear about your leaving! It'll be a shame. The kids, my kids especially really liked ya, Paul." 


As she let go, he flashed her a genuine smile, "I'm sorry for this to happen too but it's not up to me sadly. I'l 
miss you a lot though, Miss Baxter." 


She smiled sweetly and sniffled. "| must be on my way then Say hi to everybody for me, Paulie." 


John twitched slightly as the use of his nickname for Paul. No use making any deal out of it though, he 
thought to himself and immediately his thoughts drifted back to why he was here in the first place. 


Paul closed the door and walked back in, an unusual expression covering his face. 


"What's wrong?" John asked without thinking. He didn't think it might not be his place to ask but he was used 


to being concerned over Paul's wellbeing so he must have not cared. 


Paul shook his head, "Nothing. Just not too big on the whole idea yet. Guess that'll happen eventually, yeah? Or 
| hope at least." 


John dropped the topic and nervously took a long sip of tea, trying to focus on the burn it caused as he 
swallowed it down his throat. 


He heard Paul sit down but didn't look in his direction. Just the sheer thought of bringing it up was going to 


make him cry. Cry like a freaking baby in front of the one person he ever really cared for. 

"What?" 

"What?" 

Paul's face expressed confusion, while John's was just unhappy. 

"You look upset." Paul started off but quickly shut his mouth when he noticed that John was shaking slightly. 


Paul was about to take another sip of tea when John started talking, so quietly he had to really focus in order 


to listen. "You can't leave me, Paulie. You. you just cant! Who am | supposed to be mad at and be happy with 
and care about more than myself?" 


His mouth fell open at John's words and he couldn't look at anything. He shut his eyes and tried to imagine he 
was anywhere else but here, hurting his best friend 


John sniffled and Paul's eyes opened just in time to see him wipe away the last tear that stained his cheek 
Paul took a deep breath and felt himself grow heavier with sadness. 


"| don't want to leave you, John. | really don't. But you know the band is going nowhere and. and | can't stick 


around to watch your dream fall down around you. l'm sorry it has to be this way." 


Paul stood up and make his way down the hall into his bedroom. He made sure the door was locked before 


collapsing on the bed, tears threatening to corrupt his pretty face. 


John's chest tighten at Paul's word, deeply hurt mostly by the fact he didn't really believe the band would 
ever take off. Paul was the same one saying weeks ago that they were finally getting to the point where 
they'd be signed once and for all. John was very sensitive and Paul knew this all too well and he still had the 
nerve to say such things. John could feel the anger building up inside of him. But he loved him too much to 
ever openly express himself. He'd rather suffer alone than open up the one he loved to his dark room of 


sadness. 


And while John sat at the table upset as ever, Paul was having a worse time if that was even possible. 


You don\'t know how it feels. 
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"m sorry, John." Paul muttered over and over into his pillow. He couldn't face him now. Hell, he wasn't sure 
he'd ever be able to look him in the eye again. He was sure his cheeks were red and that if he tried to talk 
anytime soon he'd break down sobbing. "He just. he just doesn't think what it might be like for me. For once, he 
needs to be put in my shoes and see how great that fuckin’ is," He said to himself. 


Meanwhile, John was still at the table, trying to calm himself down. He loved Paul too much to want to hurt 
him more but then again, what could he possibly be upset about? Leaving boring old John and fronting some 
new band that had a half way decent chance of making it big? 


John knew Paul didn't like him the way John liked Paul. He didn't love him. He wasn't insanely crazy for him. He 
wasn't ready to do anything at any time for John. It wasn't the same feelings back and forth. It was John 
helplessly in love with Paul and Paul best friends with John. And that's how it'd always stay. 


| have to get up, Paul thought, and tell John goodbye. Before it's way too difficult. He had to gather up what 
little pride he had and tell John how it was going to be. He couldn't turn back now, not after all this effort had 
been put into getting him with this new band and plane tickets and everything. 

John's head rested on the table as he wallowed in his own sadness. He rose his head when he heard the distant 
squeak of a door opening. His thoughts immediately started to scream at him to run or get the hell out of 
there but his legs wouldn't move an inch. 


"John, ya still here?" Paul called out, his voice shaky. 


"Ya" John said with little emotion. He had shut down at this point, he didn't want to deal with this. It was 
better to act as if it didn't bother him in the slightest. 


"Ah, there ya went-" Paul started but was cut off. 
| haven't moved since you made the bloody tea, Paul." 
Paul cleared his throat, "| know, just trying to be friendly." 


"Well, you could be friendly by just getting on the next plane outta here. Thatd be pretty swell actually," John 
spat, his words as hurtful as the hurt he felt inside. 


Paul was taken aback by the change of mood he'd taken. His eyes widen slightly at the thought of John 
legitimately hating him but his mind couldn't believe that was actually true. 


He took the seat he'd previously been sitting in and looked at John, finding it difficult when he saw how upset 


John really was. 
"John, ya know | love ya, right? | don't want to hurt you. That's the last thing I'd ever want to do. Ever." 


"Paul, you're wasting your breath. I'm not interested in hearing ‘bout how you don't want to hurt your best 
friend, alright?" 


Paul sighed, "What then? No matter what, John, I'm still goin’. Everything's set up and | can't not do it because 
of my fuckin’ best friend who doesn’t have anybody else." 


John's eyes widen and he looked deeply hurt. It surprised Paul greatly, he didn't think it was possible to really 


upset John in such a way. 
| have other friends, ya know," He retorted. 


"Do ya? Then why am | so bloody important to you? Do | serve some function to you that | don't know ‘bout 


yet?" 
John could feel his face redden and without thinking, he stood up and started for the door. 


Paul, shocked as ever, didn't move until John was almost to the door. He was trying to process what the hell 


this all meant but couldn't do it. 
"John! Wait! John!" 


He grabbed John's shoulder just as he had opened the door and pulled him back inside. "What's this all about, 
Johnny?" 


He gulped loudly at the use of Paul's nickname for him and felt an unusual stirring in his trousers. Paul tilted 


his head to the side, obviously very confused as to what was going on. 
"|. uh... |. Paul." 


Paul raised an eyebrow. Those eyebrows, always so perfect. John shook his head, trying his best to make all 


those terrible thoughts go the fuck away. 
"John? What's going on?" Paul looked concerned and rightly so. 


"l-I can't do this Paul. Not now." John’s body trembled at the thought of admitting his undying love for his 


best friend. 


Paul grabbed hold of his body and led him back to the kitchen table. Paul positioned him so he was laying down 
on top of the table, the only place John really had to lay down that wasn't on his own bed. 


"You've got to trust me, John. | wouldn't hurt you ever if | had the choice and | wouldn't make you feel 
uncomfortable for any reason either. Just tell me what's goin’ on and we'll figure this out," He spoke softly, 
gently rubbing John's arm. 

"No, it's too much, Paul. | can't. IIl change everything," John whined. 

Paul shook his head, "It won't. | promise. | care about ya too much to let anything ever change." 

John's heartbeat quickened and he felt like he'd pass out any second. 

"|. Paul. l-l-l. love you," He said quietly, taking a deep breath afterwards. 

"What?" Paul asked, confused. 

"I fuckin’ love ya" 

"You can't love me," Paul said, an undecipherable expression clouding his features. 

"I do though, Paulie. I've loved you ever since we started writing together and being so close to each other." 


"John. no. I'm awful. You really cannot be serious right now," He spoke with utter disbelief. 


John sat up and ran his hand across Paul's cheek, "I wouldn't lie. Not to you. Not ever." 


Paul licked his lips at the intimate touch. It was like all doubts he had had floated away and he couldn't do 
anything but go along with it as John sat up far enough to kiss him gently on the cheek. 


John was smiling now and Paul could feel an up until now unknown weight being lifted off his chest. Sure, he'd 
had thoughts drifting through his head about how good John looked shirtless and this and that but this was 
something else. He wasn't sure if he felt the way John did but only one way to found out, right? 


Paul grabbed both sides of his face, almost ripping his ear off in the process and John howled, "Ow! Dammit 
Paull" 


Paul smiled as he leaned in and kissed John passionately on the lips, surprising himself so much it almost felt 


like it was so kind of dream. 


His lips were soft and there wasn't much to ‘em but man were they something to dream about and crave. 


Paul bit his lip as he finally let go of everything and gave in to the way he felt about John. He still wasn't sure 
how he felt, but he knew this had a positive effect on him so he went with it. 


"John, yer so pretty, ya know that?" He whispered close to John's face. 


John's face lit up and he pecked Paul on the lips, "You aren't so bad yourself, Paulie.” 


Nye seen all good people, but you\'re the only one who 
matters. 
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John thought it was a bit odd how quickly Paul went from upset to almost perfectly normal in a matter of 
minutes. Maybe John just had that special something? Or maybe it was because Paul loved him. That can't be 


jumping to conclusions, right? It only makes sense. 
Of course though, it was still only a thought as Paul never did say the magic words. 


Speaking of Paul, he had been taking a shower for almost an hour now and John thought he should go check on 
him, but he didn't want to bother him just in case he was.. you know. He didn't think he would be doing that, 


but Paul's such a horny little bugger, he could already have seven girls in there for all John knew. 


The thoughts flipped around in his mind and he couldn't help but get turned on instantly. It was something 
about how dirty it was, to think about such an important person in his life in such a dirty way that made it 
even worse. Well, better. But worse due to the fact he wouldn't be able to hide this now very obvious erection 


and he can't exactly take care of it because the only bathroom was being occupied. 


He tried to draw his attention away from that and tapped his fingers on the wooden table to one of their 
earlier tunes. He shifted his legs and noticed nothing had changed. He could feel himself starting to sweat and 
though Paul was the last one to make him feel bad for this, he still would be terribly embarrassed. 


Paul started to sing in the show and it sounded like he was finally getting a move on. Up until then, John was 
positive he heard the soap fall over multiple times and maybe a groan of some sort. He really wished he hadn't 


thought about that because now he was throbbing. His pants felt so tight that if he stood up, he was sure 
they'd tear without much effort. 


Feeling slightly disgusted but too turned on to really care at this point, he unzipped himself and sighed loudly. 


That's a heck of a lot better, he thought to himself. He relaxed a bit, stretching his legs out underneath the 


table. All he could was hope Paul's shower would take long enough for him to finish. 


He pushed down his boxers and freed himself entirely. He felt a groan trickle up his throat and he bit his lip to 


keep it contained. John's hand gripped himself and he started to stroked. God, he thought, | don't think I've ever 


been this close just startin’ out. 


Meanwhile, Paul was done with his shower and now about to wrap a towel loosely around his waist as to 


maybe tease John He quite enjoyed being a tease. 


He shut the water off and stood naked in the bathroom, thinking that he should just walk out as is. Wouldn't 
bother John too much, he thought, it'd probably be like getting the best gift he ever could on his birthday. 
Paul suddenly started to remember all the times he spent with John and how innocent they had been. And he 
was now going to go out naked when he knew John had feelings for him? No, he couldn't. That wasn't right. He 
quickly wrapped a towel around himself and hurried out of the bathroom. Maybe he's made something to eat, 
Paul thought, | am starving. 


His eyes widened like a deer in headlights when he saw John. John touching himself. Fuck how could he be doing 
that? Out of all the things to walk in on? 


"Uh, John?" Paul questioned quietly. John was gasping and grunting and apparently hadn't noticed Paul. 
Paul walked closer, feeling his cheeks turning red and his face burning. 
He tapped John's shoulder gently and John's eyes fell open 


Paul peeked over his shoulder because he couldn't not do it and he felt his mouth go dry at the sight of John 
still stroking himself. 


"Oh fuck, Paul. I'm sorry, l." John stuttered as he was painfully trying to shove himself back into his pants. 
Paul's hand stopped him and he gulped as he motioned for him to continue his actions. 


"| wanna watch. If that's okay, | mean" Paul's face was flushed and his entire body was more beautiful than 


ever. 


"Are you kidding me?" John said, incredibly calm. Paul's heart skipped a beat and he immediately felt terrible 
for asking for such a thing. "Of course | can, Paulie," John finished, flashing him a smile that said a thousand 


different dirty things at once. 


